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them In her hand-bag. The good lady's mania
was to prove that the Dauphin escaped from the
Temple in a wooden horse. Do you remember
the day she gave us lunch in her room in the Rue
de Verneuil, Zoe ? There, under layers of ancient
filth, lay mysterious riches, boxes full of gold and
embroideries."

<c Yes," said Zoe, cc she showed us some lace
that had belonged to Marie Antoinette."

<c Mademosielle Lalouette's  manners were ex-
cellent," continued Monsieur Bergeret.  cc She spoke
the purest French and adhered to the old pronunci-
ation.   She used to say c un segret3 un jf/, une do * ;
she made me feel as though I were living in the
reign of Louis XVI.     Mother used to send for us
also to speak to Monsieur Mathal&ne who was not
so old as Mademoiselle Lalouette; but he had a
hideous face.    Never did a gentler soul reveal itself
in a more frightful shape.    He was an inhibited
priest whom my father had met in the clubs in 1848
and whom he esteemed for his Republican opinions.
Poorer  than   Mademoiselle   Lalouette, Monsieur
Mathal&ne would go without food in order, like her,
to print his pamphlets;   but his went to prove
that the sun and the moon move round the earth
and are in reality no bigger than cheeses.   That, by
the way, was the opinion of Pierrot, but Monsieur
Mathaline arrived at his conclusion only after thirty